THE WESLEYAN.

Poetrp.

From the New York Christian Advocate and Journa!l.

Taz following Jiymns, by the BHZPUERDESS, whose poetical effu-
sions have been 8o favorably received by our readers, are recommend-
od as heing very sppropriste to be used and sung at the approsching
Centenary of Methodism, and are therefore published at this time, thst
those who choose may avail themsclves of them.
is well adapted for the day which may be set apart for taking donations
and subscriptions, and the three others to be used ou the day for the
purely religious services of the occasion.

CENTENARY HYMNS

Part lot. L. M.

I1ail | people favored of your God ;
Turn back the leave of former age,
And trace the pathway ye bave trod;

For mercy shines om every page,

Behold ! the God of lsrael’s host,

Who brought them forth from Egypt'snight,
11as made his strength thy only boast,

And led thee on by his own might.

Dark error held o'er thee her reign,
The angel Mercy saw sad wept ;
But bigot zeal, and lucre gain,
Her hand of rescue from thee kept.

But Jo ' our Moses 80w appears :
And Wesley's potent name he bears ,
Redeeming mercy checks her tears,
And him for our release prepares <&

HBecomes ' Lhe captain of our band,
In wisdom skilled to meet his foes,
And lo! through God, at his command,
Dark error quails where'er ho goes.

Ilis Aaron too, stands by his side,
Together they God's message show ,
By both is Egypt's power defled,
And God says, * Let my people go.”

in vein opposing foes unite,

"Twas larael's God that through them spoke,

The Lord’s redecmed assert their right,
And hail the light that o’er them broke.

Part 2d. 8. M.

The cloud of mercy rose,
The eye of God was there,

-‘And now, though fiends and men oppose,
Dsuntless their wrath they dare.

tiall ! mighty men ©f God !
The glory of your age !

Your gaze was tixed, and on ye trod,
Though powets of darkneas rage.

Though few your forces were,
There were some iron hearts,
Who nobly rose with you to dare
The proud oppressor’s darts.

The cross—its bliss—its shame,
The ensign of your hosts,

Ye bore alof—and ia its name
Yo made your oaly boast.

The mighty conquests tell :
For fame your name records,

By thousands ia your ranks that fell—
The battle was the Lord’s !

The glorious triumph song,
The shout of victory,

Exultiag echoed loud and long,
Aal resched us o'st the sea

The fourth hymn

Pant ld C. M.

Swell ! swel) on high the holy strain,
Loud Jet the echo rise ;

While joy, responsive o'er the main,
Shall, mingling, reach the skies.

With kindred zeal, and brother-beart,
In bliss this day we meet,

Though ocean's waves our bodies part,
Our souls each other greet.

Together we this day retrace
The way our God hath brought,
And shout, exulting in hisgrace,
Behold what God hath wrought !

Our blood-stained ensign just the same
Doth o'er our Zion wave,
Proclaiming, faith in Jesus' name,
Can to the utmost save.

Our Isrsel numbering thousands strong,
Encamped o’cr hill and dale,

United in triumphant song,
This day each other hail.

Then onward ' onward ! is the word,
The watchword !—let it sound,—
Let it through all our hosts be heard,

And o'er the ocean bound.

Nor begour potent banner furled ;
Deem not the victory gained,

'Till ail the kingdoms of this world
Are for our Christ obtained.

PART 4th, 6's. 8's.

Bring in your tithes ! haste to the call
Our Zion's welfare this demands ;

Her claims are loud, aud great and smalt
Must come with open heart and hands -

Crowd to her courts en this glad day,
Your vows and your thank-offeringes pay.

AR ! shall we trace what God hath wrought,

And words alone our thanks declare ?
And future age remember nought

That shall their bless'd inscription bear *
No ! no ! a hundred vears ago,

1o poiat, in spirit, answers no !

The echo of the former time—
Thespirit of our satutcd sires,

That hover o'er these scenes sublime,
The full heart’s tribute cow requires,

And asks, that time’s o’erturning page
Should read the spirit of oun age.

Bsy ! shall the hand of ardeds geal

Leave deeds inacribed, that sball be read
Upon our holy Zion’s weal,

When we are numbered with the dead *
And anborn thousands bless the day

We came our grateful vows to pay ?

Yeos ! bring your tithes, 'tis God's command ;
8til] high aloft your banner bear ;

Let it be seen throughout our land,
That holiness is written there :

And body, soul, and goods record
Your all, as given to the Lord.

DOXOLOGY.

Now let the long, loud swell of pratee,
Resound anew throughout our host ;

Let overy lip the triumph raise,
To Father, Son, and Holy Gliost,

Burst through our land ! bound o'er the ses ’
And to our God hold jubilse.
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